THE TRUTH-INTOXICATED YOUTH

prayer-hall. Not a soul was there. For, the active
apparition of God that had possessed him, could not fish
out another from the ocean of men. Fortunately, he knew
how to swim. Otherwise, the high level of water in some
parts of the streets, would have swallowed him up. But
he would not have cared, if he had died.

Alone he said his prayers. The big prayer-hall that
had already succumbed to the storm, now threatened to
bury alive its only inmate. On his way back, he met
Keshav Chandra proceeding in a palanquin, borne by four
men on their shoulders. Vijaykrishna's strictest adherence
to religious duty in the teeth of all obstacles and in scorn
of them, thrilled Keshav, and his heart overflowed in
thanksgiving to him. Vijaykrishna again went to the
prayer-hall accompanied by Keshav, and they said their
prayers together. Devendranath did not come out, and
in reply to Vijaykrishna's letter sent to him through a
servant, he asked his beloved Vijaykrishna to realize, in
those convulsions of Nature, the game of Art and Shakti,
played by the cruel and yet brotherly hand of God. The
devotee enjoys and appreciates with equal pleasure the
work of God in His various attitudinal aspects ; to
him the flashes of lightning are the luminous face of
God peeping through the clouds and in the process making
mysterious patterns that no artist's hand can paint. The
wind is the breath of the angry and abysmal God, the peals
of thunder are the roar of the legion of God swooping
upon sinners and transgressors. And yet, all this is but
a phase of the passion for sport that has seized the Great

Comedian.

After the Samaj building was destroyed in certain
parts by the cyclone, the meetings of the Samaj were
temporarily held at Devendranath's own house. He now
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